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SLOPER AT THE NAYALRIES. 

“Good business is the order of the day at the Naval Exhibition, and Papa’s experiments on the lake with the new Sloper Torpedo, are the talk of the 
town. At the Admiralty his invention has terrorized the officials, and Foreign Powers are admitting, on all sides, that Poor Papa has, to all intents and 
purposes, settled the hash of the modern Ironclad. I really believe Pa has, at last, struck oil, and I fancy I see fame and spondulicks, as the dear Dook 

/ calls them, wailing for him in the near future. At the same time, I should advise him to experiment with other people's offspring.’’—Toortsik. 

Dp 

Uy BUSINESS AND PLEASURE. 

Zh : TO BE BURNT ALIVE. 


—— 


On August Ist, 1781,a pretty looking maidservant alighted 
from a carrier's cart at the door of the Panier Fleuri, an 
auberge in the old town of Caen. She was about twenty ' 
years of ane, and wore the cap and dress of a Normandy 
peasant girl. On her arm she carried a kind of reticule, on ‘ 
which was embroidered her name—‘ Victoire Salmon.” } 

She told the landlady, who stood on the doorstep, that } 
she had come from Bayeux, and was in search of a place. { 
Since her father, five years ago, had married again, she had 
earned her own living. She had been in three places ; but at 
Bayeux the pay was so bad, she had come to Caen to better 
herself. She had better have stopped away. | {J 

After several inquiries, Victoire found a family, called ei 
Duparc, who were in want of a servant. It was not a very \ 
desirable situation, The wages were only forty shillings a \ 
year ; she was expected to rise at daybreak, or before, and y 
groom a horse; to take an old lady of eighty to Mass «very j 
day at seven; then go to market, light fires, make beds, 
and, in fact, be hart at work till bedtir:>> and she was 
crippled in the left hand, having had 9 portion of it bitten } } 
off by a pig when in her cradle. The family consisted of an " 
aie bee of does’ di in ah oe otiidhoed: tee old lady | 
rr Sossenger, hearing of the great success of 2. From tho wily German, he determines to combine ed he is ioe already mentioned, their daughter and her husband Dupare K 
the German Exhibition, thinks it will be ‘only patri- business with plensure. ‘Together with his wife and ing fin arlene ave been Ae tor matios areaeal and her children, aged respectively twenty-one (a son) and a 
otic on his part to pay a visit to the Show, but with only child, he succeeds in smuggling an ancient cornet —_Sossenger, ass‘:. «1, both with hand and foot, by the seventeen and eleven (daughters). She remained in their i 
that ‘cuteness which seems to be inseparavle— into the grounds of the Exhibiticn, Then the music— —_ Exhibition off...«18, was ignominiously chucked. service for some five or six days, and appeared to give { 
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satisfaction, but on August 6th something dreadful occurred, 
Every morning it was her duty to make some porridge for the old 
gentleman, in which she was directed never to put any salt. On 
this day, when she was making it, as usual, her mistress asked her 
if she had put sah, and, being told no, she, Madame Dupare, took 
a little salt, or something that looked like it, froma salt-cellar on 
a cupboard shelf and mixed it in the porridge. The food cooked, 
Vietoire was about to clean the saucepan when the old lady called 
her to take her to Mass, When, after going to several shops to 
make purchases, the girl returned about noon, she found the old 
man seriously ill, A chemist had been called in, but had done no 
good, and a few hours later the sufferer was dead, : : 

Next day, after dinner, the rest of the family complained of sick- 
ness, and said they had noticed something gritty in the food. 
Thouzh the food had been prepared by Madame Dupare, they felt 
sure they had been eating arsenic, and again sent for the chemist. 
Hleexamined them, but could not make out that there was much the 
matter with them. He looked at the plates and dishes, and also 
the ashes in the stove, but found no poison, Nevertheless, a great 
tumult arose, and, Madame Dupare denouncing Victoire as a 
wholesale poisoner, the girl was threatened with death by the 
excited populace and hurried off to prison, , 

She had nota friend inthe world, but had one most bitter enemy, 
the public prosecutor, of Caen, whose dishonourable proposals a 
year or so before she had rejected, The proceedings that followed, 
nnd which this man directed, made up the grimmest of farces. 
The woman Dupare, undoubtedly, with the aid of her son, a 
thoroush bad lot, had committed the erime, their object being to 
rid themselves of the old childish father who had grown to be a 
constant nuisanee, and to inherit his wealth already left to Madame 
Dupare by will. Arsenic was said to have been found in the mur- 
dered man’s body, and in small portions in the servant maid's 
dress, but no analysis of the substance was made, and no reason 
could be found for the crime having been committed by the girl, 

She was twice tried, and, at the end of the first trial, the horrible 
sentence passed on her was that she should be chained toa stake 
and burnt alive. Some good priests, convinced of her innocence, 
determined, if possible, to save her, and procured the services of 
the advocate of the Rouen Parliament, a man of strict honour and 
great intelligence ; but such in those days were the delays of French 
law, that the unhappy creature languished in prison, and for the 
most part in a dark and noisome cell, for fire years before her 
release was procured, and a licence not only to go on Hiving, but to 
sell postage stamps, accorded by the Government, fadame 
Dupare’s son died shortly after the murder, but of the end of the 
murderess nothing is said, Victoire Salmon became the heroine 
of the hour, and was féted wherever she appeared, She married : 
let us hope happily. 


* * * * * . 

“In 1720,” habbled the Babe, “some judicial jossers at Saumer, 
who had condemned an innocent man to be broken alive on the 
wheel, were, after he was broken, ordered to pay down at once 1,300 
livres and costs to his widow.” 

“ Good biz,” said Billiam. 

( Next week, “ The Soho Murder.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
een Cocreapeedents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Thanks, thanks, ALLADIN, for your help which soon dispelled 
their doubt, The Grand Old Fossil says you're the most capit- 
Al-lad-out, Znsert your verses somewhere, JAMES, well, since it's 
you who ask it— We'll do av, as a favour, in that Good Old Paper- 
Basket, The phrases are synonymous and rightly so, 1. FRYER ; 
No gaina Sloper Watch and dic, see Naples and expire, It can't 
be helped, JOANNA, it often is the way ; You think you're going to 
spoof them and they let you into pay. We only knew one angler 
who really never lied, And he, FRANK, was related to the good 

vung man that died, We've heard some funny pseudonyms, but 
SQuALOR isn’t nice, We can't accept the sketches sent—no, not at any - 
price! Fie, fie! 3. H.,a man like that, who's always “ on the bor- 
rmo,” Will swear, by all that’s holy, that it’s “only till to-morrow,” 
We never tip, PLACE MONEY, you are bound to meet with losses; 
There's no more fatal policy than that of backing “hosses.” Your 
little poem, ANNABEL, “ Ye Primrose Covered Banks,” We're read 
and must, nape sane. decline with many thanks. There's no- 
thing in the journal, PHI, to lead a man to think That SLOPER 
(bless his bacon!) is addicted much to drink. We hardly think it 
hind of Jack to send us such a served, We're dying, as Me Nub 
would say,“to hae the scoondril's bleed,” 

te 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free: 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Monthe, 38. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weckly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 
PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be giren to the 
Person who shall name the first three horses in 


THE DERBY. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, putting the names of the 
horses against 1, 2 and 3, and address— 
MOSES THE WELSHER, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


*,.* The List will close TUESDAY, May 267TH, 1891. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 

“P., why did you not congratulate young Mr. Green just now?” 
said Mrs. Penhecker, “Are you not aware that he is going to be 
married?” “My dear,” said Pen., “1 couldn't do it. fan weak, 
I know, and—er—er—1 suppose I am as wicked as my neighbours, 
but I’m not a hypocrite.” +* 


GIRLS, you'll find, are meek as any lamb 
When they've a chap to mash ; 
For looks they do not care a d—n 
As long as he's got cash. 
sz? 


* 

SPRINGTIME has come, and now our ownest Tootsie is well on the 
gardening lay. No prettier sight have I ever seen than when I 
saw her fastening the tall fuchsia’s (that was growing in one of 
them cast off 14 buttons of her to save price of flower-pot) stem 
against one of ma’s old whalebones to prevent it a-breaking down, 
And then that virginia stock, caretalty grown in the old patent 
palpitators given to her by dear Lardi! Talk about Claude Mel- 
notte! Why, the dear blue-silked darling could knock him into 
blue fits, with a quarter of a trifle to spare. 


day off ; I have just 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Mes Sloper. 
No, 369.—The “ Musical Riding” Costume. 


“Oh, dear me, Fred. there’s & cow 


in the fieli.” “Never mind, dear, 
you can stand behind me.” 


to his lips. 
murmured. 


“From Lady Maud!" he 
But it was from his wash- 


erwoman—“ Account rendered.” 


Clerk. 1 have just step} in, sir, to ask you if you will permit me to have the 


ved a telegram to say my father is dying. 


Employer. Well, I suppose you must have it; but let me tell you, sir, that I 


Cook. T ain't got nothin’ Jor you to-lay, 
Tramp. Ain't yer, mum? That's orkard, 


‘cause I sha‘n't be round ter morrer, 


consider it very inconsiderate for your father to die when we are so busy—very 
inconsiderate indeed. 


“T wonder if it would be infra 
dig to throw this bouquet to the 
leading comedian? He is such 
a dear, darling little fellow, 
that I almost wish I were not 
married.” 
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WHEN the Grand Old Chameleon wishes to be incognito, he 
assumes an Allyas ; to be taken fora distinguished Turk, he call. 
himself Sloper Ali; to escape the penalty of his misdeeds, he 
pleads an Allybi; to say that all women are lovely, he declares that 
they are Allyke; to accuse anyone, he is always ready with an 
Allygation ; to avoid the consequences of a lie, he says it was an 
Allygory ; to discourse sweet music, he prefers it Allygro ; to assist 
General Booth, he has an eye on the Allyluia lasses ; to enjoy him- 
self at the Zoo, he annoys the Allygators ; to havea ride, he will 
mount nothing less than the Allyphant ; to write like a poet, he 
resorts to Allyteration, When we want the slavey, we always find 
our “Sally in (the arms of) our Ally.” 

[Sloper has secn the abore, and rows it is Allymagination, 
* 


APPLE blossoms on the bongh, 

Pretty birds are singing now ; 

What a bloomin’ blessed row ! 

Skies are blue, and suns are bright, 
See the moon's sweet silver light— 

It shows ¢hat Jones most awful tight ! 


Brooklets warble on apace, 
Ah! when | kissed my pretty Grace, 
Why did she spank my bloomin’ face? 
ines by a Disappointed One, 


SomME boys take after their mothers, some after their fathers, 
“My boy takes after me,” said Jones, “ Yes,” said Mrs. J., “he 
does take after you—any booze he can lay his hand on, Go up one 
—old after-smoker-nose-on-doormat.” And there was asmall dust- 
hin full of perfect: peace inthat family that you could have stuck 
it into a pill-box, and covered it witha kissed-off eyelash, 

*? 
* 

“JT pon’? understand how fellows can go about and keep on 
singing the same old songs night after night,” said Growler, 
“Now, I never sing the same song twice.” “And a very good 
reason why,” eaid Walker. “What do you mean?” inquired 
Growler. “Why, nobody who'd heard you sing &@ song once would 
ever allow you to sing it again,” i 


* 
Uncle Roffin (sententiously). Nothing succeeds like success, 
Alerandry. Oh, yes, uncle. 
Unele 2. What do you mean, Alexander? 
Alex, Why, how about the cove that succeeds to a jolly biz 
fortune?” o* 
= 


IT's a wise child that knows its own father, still Alexandry own: 
now that he has sometimes found it rather difficult when he’s seen 
the old man trying to steady himself by hitching the foot of his 
trousers on to the iron spike of the area railing, while that blessed 
hat was over his eyes, 80 that the morning sun shouldn't wake him 
out of his beauty sleep, Alas! that it should be ever thus, and 
occasionally one or two more, + ¢ 

* 


“I wonpenr if they would hang my picture if I sent it in?” 
observed a youthful artist. “It certainly deserves it,” answered his 
conscientious friend, menacingly. 

[And he was never quite certain whether it was meant 
asa compliment or otherwise, 
* 


s 

“ ONE day, dear one, if luck will hap, 

My John, I'll sit upon your Inp, 
Because you're such a chippie-chap.” 

“ One day, dear love, you won't, you bet ; 
You did one time—you recollect— 
Them bugle beads, 1 feel ‘em yet.” 

* 


NEVER be vicious a bit at a time. When you've had the whisky 
fever only twice inatwelvemontb, and turn up late at the “ortis,” 
the wise gov’nor gives you the sack, because he ain't bloomin’ well 
used to it, and is naturally indignant like. So always do the Irish 
and Scotch go ev'ry night, and always be late, and then he'll smile 
and say ev'ry morning, “John is in at his usual time, and in his 
usual state,”"—Snook's Potted Wisdom, Vol. 11. 


+? 
* 


“I WANT to spend a day with mother next week, my dear,” 
observed Mrs. Niggard ; “we are going shopping.” “All right, my 
dear,” replied her husband. “ Will you—er—can you—er—let me 
have a cheque?” stammered Mrs. N. “No, my dear, certainly not ! 
I said you might spend the day with your mother, but I didn’t say 
you might spend money.” s* 

= 


Mrs. Quiverfull, {am sure this boy will be the death of mc! 
There never was such a naughty boy ! 

Family Friend, Never mind, my dear madam! Remember, it 
might have been worse, 

rs. Quirerfull, Oh no! I'm sure it couldn't! How could it: 
Family Friend, Twins! my dearmadam. Twins! 
s-* 
= 

“An!” said the Eminent, as he reclined gracefully against the 
glimmering glass of the “ Blue Pig,” “ it’s love that makes the worl! 
go round, l’vealways seen it, anyhow.” “ Then,” said the stern two- 
penn'orthy philosopher McGooseley, “you've seen love make the 
world go round. Gu-long with you, it was ‘ Unsweetened’ that did 
it. That's what gave you them roulette twisting specs. that set all 
the lamp-posts a-waltzing, and made you take the plug holes fora 
shower of French pennies, and——” and this time again SLOPEr 
had to emphasize his indignation with a yard of double distilled 
gamp and the ferocious disc of a pewter bottom. 


* 
Why is it that Lucinda shocks? 
Oh! tell me why. 
Is’t because she’s yeller socks? 
Oh, tell! Oh, my! 
Or is't because she's ginger locks? 
1 oh, tell! ons try! ' 
t is because I saw m i— 
oe pe, pale = on ; 1 
wn in the garding hug that gal— 
So shy! Soshy " . = 
L ain't done it ; but I shall 
His eye dot—I \ 


s 

SLOPER has been doing the rounds of the Art Galleries. He is 
getting quite refined. “Have you been tosee the World's Desire ae 
they asked him, tenderly, “1 don't goin for low art,” said the 
Ancient. “I suppose the ‘desire’’s a cove looking for another 
threepenn’orth tu be stood to him, I may haveasort of sympathy 
with a liquor once in a blue moon, but not in a Gallery.” But 
when he did go and see the work in question, which is the highe=t 
acme of high art, double distilled confectionery in all its beauty, 
he murmured, gently, “If my head wasn't as smooth asa late-t 
new laid—if my nose hadn't got quite so much sealing-wax tnt 
about it, I'd take that gal down to Greenwich, even if Mrs. > 
followed me with a new gamp all the way by rail.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The nert pieture to be yiren to one of the readers of “ALLY STOPER'S HA LP-TTert: 
DAY,” is an oil painting by ARTHUR HACKER, measuring 64 in, x 42 in., i" a 
splendid gold frame, and entitled 


« 
“FORSAKEN.” 
Make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Envelope with this announce 
ment inclosed, together with your Name and A idress, any time before June 30th. 
Address—“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” if 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
©,° This Picture is on View every day between 10 a.m, and 6 p.m., except Saiu 
days, when the hours are 10 a.m, and 1 p.m, 
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Saturday, May 23, 1891.) 


~ TOOTSIE AT THE PICTURE SHOW 


“WHEN I was in the profession,” said the manservant in that 
droll play, Zhe Judge. “The profession?” interrupted a young 


(282) “ Toothache or Temper?" W. Q. ORCHARDSON, R.A, 


barrister. “ What profession?" “What profession?” gas the exe 
dresser from the Theatres Royal. “ What profession? Why, the pro- 
fession !” Well, the picture show is, of course, the Royal Academy, 
a shilling shocker that for years and years and years the British 
public generally and all artists and art publishers as a rule have 
mide it their duty to visit. It isa singular thing, but so it is. 

On the opening day, girls go to show off their new frocks, and 
the profession is there, you may be sure, plentifully represented. 
The girls, of course, in girl like style, gush, giggle, disparage and 
glibly criticise ; but, you know, they’re not thinking for two con- 
secutive minutes about anything but thejother girls’ frocks. How 
different is the male artistic creature, weirdly clad and dusty withal, 
craning its neck in search of high skyed talent, or sometimes 
grovelling in the posture of a honey pot to see things placed too 
troublesomely low fur Loveliness in stays to care to worry about, 
On other days, one must sometimes, perforce, uot having anything 
better to look at, look at the picture things, 

As | went ou another day, and in my capacity of ALLY-art critic, 
1 looked at a few, of which L here give some particulars. © The 
Milliner’s Bill,” by Sturey, pleased me, but whether it pleased the 
youd man is doubtful. The good wifey looks as though she were 
prepared for the worst. [ like “The Widow,” by Millet. She 
appears to be a widow left pretty weil off, so let us hope that some- 
one else will like her, 
too, Jan Van Beer's 
“RKeviens” fetched 
me The “Salvation 
Army,” — by — Forbes, 
reminded me of Sun- 
ihiy-by-the-Sea, with 
the water so handy and 
yet they never wash in 
it —or, anyhow, they 
don’t look as if they 
dil. Calderon's St. 
Klizabeth’s great re- 
nunciation of petticoats 
is peculiar, The 
rativnal trouser dress 
for girls next, please. 
“Jeremiah Horrocks,” 
by Eyre Crowe, looks as 
though he were setting 
a trap to catch a moon- 
beam. Stacy Mark's 
view of the County 
Council talking over the 
Verney case is impres- 
sive. “A Modern St. 
Francis,” by Burgess, 
seems to be reading 
some of Pony Moore's 
couundrums, “ Brokers 
In,” by Denby Sadler, 
fetches back remini- 
scences of home, sweet 
home, down Battersea 
way. “The Judgment of 
Solomon” appears to 
be a one wetted view (77) “On Strike.” HERBERT HERKOMER, R.A. 
of the subject. Mrs, 

Normand’s “ Cigale” seemingly dresses less off the stage than on 
it, but perhaps the kanjo keeps her back warm, “In the Cider 
Orchard” is very pretty —the poor old tree looks regularly 
sat upon,  Herkomer’s “Strike” should strike home. I like 
Dollman’s “ Rising Generation,” and don't ma look proud?  Cal- 
kin’s bagpiper reminds me of the music at the press lunch at the 
Sausageries, Goodall’s “ Parthenope ” waiting for the things to 
come home from the wash speaks for itself. Those two old girls 
of Bartlett’s who have come to church extra early are not talkin 

of the sermon, U'Il bet my lowest glove button, Dixon's “ Lions 

luok hungry—glad I'm not down their way. Boughton’s “Love 
in Winter” is pretty, and the muff is there, Waller's “One-and- 
Twenty” indicates a free drink all round. If you ask whose is 
“The Ouse,” the answer is, the late Keeley Halswelle, whose won- 
derfully clever early sketches I have at home in an old volume of 
the London Journal. “ Noblesse Oblige,” by J. Haynes Williams, 
indicates the troubles of dancing girls who don’t get asked. 
“Sharing Fish,” by Gotch, suggests the riddle of “If a herring and 
half cost three halfpence.” Orchardson’s “An Enigma” is rather 
a curious picture—to the onlooker it appears that the girl on the 
sofa is either suffering from a severe attack of toothache or has 
her tantrums on, Calthrop’s “ It is not Linen you're Wearing Out 
but Human Creatures’ Lives,” is cruel enough. There are a lot of 


(iis) “Tn the Cider retard,” 


Rh. W. Macnerus 


other cond ones, of course, but FE have room for no more, and I 
hove all the morning been at the German exhibition admiring 
Mr. Banks’ very attreetive and clever scenery and decoration, and 
fecl a bit tired.” So au revoir, : 


ALLY SLOP! 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 
GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK. 

Cut out and sill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Lo 


on, B.C. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” May 23rd, 1891. 


Address 


Age............... 0ecupation, if any 
How many times applied a. occccccrsstnesssie ne 


How long a Purchaser of} eer eneen 
the “ Half-Holiday"’ 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evening nezt, 
May 26th. The List for May 16th will be published in the 
“ HauF-HOLIDAY” for May 30th. 


250th WEEK. 
LIST FOR MAY 9th. 


“ Sloper” Watches have been given to the following :— 
1, P. H. LOFTS, Assistant, 23 Manor Place, Hackney. Age, 20 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. LONDON. 
2. POLLY BASTIN, 29 Tachbruok Street, Pimlico. Aye, 21 years, Subscriber 
—since January 12th, 1885, INDO. 
3. HENRY THOMPSON, Tailor, 20 Henry Street, Upper Kennington Lane. 
Age, 33 years, Subscriber—from No. 1. LONDON. 
4. THOMAS GREEN, Labourer, 18 Denmark Street, North Town. Age, 33 
years, Subscriber—since No. 1. ALDERSHOT. 
5. ALICE L. SAYERS, Book-keeper, 23 Spring Gardens, North Road. Age, 27 


years. Subscriber—since August, 1X5, BRIGHTON, 
6G. WILLIAM HODGSON, Foreman, 3 Granta Terrace, Mill Lane. Age, 61 
years, Subscriber—5 years, 43 weeks. CAMBRIDGE, 


7. WM. LONGDON, Clerk, 69 Macklin Street. Age, 30 years. Subscriber— 
since No. 1. DERBY. 

8. ALBERT MASON, Valet, Stinsford House. Age, 22 years. Subscriber— 
since No. 1. DORCHESTER. 

9, JOSEPH C. TOMS, Solicitor's Clerk, 4 Worthington’s Lane. Age, 24 years. 
Subscriber —over 6 years, DOVE 

10. J. D. MACLAREN, Clerk, Brae Street. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—since 


June, 1886, DUNKELD. 
11. H. TOWLER, Baker, 2 and 4 The Mount. Age, 27 years. Subscriber—6 
IPSWICH. 


years, 8 weeks, 
12, EDWARD WALKER, Litho. Printer, care of F. T. Tapp, 58a Thomas St 
Shudehill. Age ,22 years. Subscriber—6 years, 5 weeks. MANCHESTER. 
13. ALEXANDER WELDREN, Collector, 95 Clare Street. Age, 14 years. 
Subscriber—6 years, NORTHAMPTON. 
14. CORPORAL DAVID PAUL, Warder, 2nd Battalion Scots Guards. Age, 39 
years, Subscriber—from September, 1884. PERBRIGHT CAMP. 
15. MARIA HENRIETTA MONTGOMERY, | Clare Terrace, West Lane. Age, 
49. Subscriber—6 years, 25 weeks. PLUMSTEAD. 
16, WILLIAM SAXBY, Labourer, 6 Emsworth Road, Buckland. Age, 56 vears, 
Subscriber—Since January, 1885. PORTSMOUTH. 
17, FRANK COLLINS, Brickmaker, East Street. Age, 19 years. Subscriber— 
since July, 1884. PRITTLEWELL. 
18. WILLIAM SUTTON, Police Constable, 6 Nassau Terrace, Sefton Street. 
Age, 41 yearn Subscriber—6 years, 8 weeks, PUTNEY. 
19, JOSEPH H. MOFFET, Hairdresser, 14 Fawcett Street. Age, 31 years. Sub- 
scriber—332 weeks. SOUTH SHIEJ.DS. 
20. CHARLES HIDE, Signalman, 11 Allen's Cottages, Greyhound Lane. Age, 
33 years, Subscriber—since December, 1845, STREATHAM. 


AMOROUS FOREIGNERS. 
No. 6.—THE PASSIONATE RussIAN TO His Love, 


OH ! scorn not a heart that beats only for thee, 
That will Neva prove false or untrue, 

For Oral in all, my Archangel, to me; 
On my knees for thine answer I sue. 


Obi yon bright stars that are sparkling above, 
Be kind to me now, I implore ! 

Oh! don't c-Russia a heart that is brimful of love, 
So full that it cannot hold more. 


I'm not of high birth, IT acknowledge, my own, 
No Finish or Polish ia mine ; 

But tho’ Volga my origin, still I atone 
For all this in the love that is thine. 


Shouldst thou treat me with anger or Riga, my sweet, 
My soul ne'er again would know rest ; 

Then spurn not the Slav who now kneels at thy feet, 
Don't banish all hope from his breast. 


What ! thou bid’st me depart and ne‘er eee thee again? 
Such a Steppe thou wilt one day regret ; 
If 1 Moscow, f must, with a heart full of pain, 
Tho’ forgiving, I ne'er can forget. 
pal ee 


NO GETTING OVER HIM. 

“T say,” exclaimed an amateur detective, “I want to know very 
much how that man lives, can you tell me?” “Yeth,” said Iky 
Mo, winking one eye, “I can tell yer, but, thelp me, not for nothin’.” 
** Here's half a crown,” whispered the amateur detective, “and now 
tell me all about him.” “I thaid I could tell yer how he livth 
and thoI can. He livth by eatin’ and drinkin’, thame ath you and 
me.” (And then he winked the other eye. 

—— 


NOWADAYS. 

WE went to the funeral of an advertising agent the other day, 
and, as we had known him in the flesh to bea man of most origina 
ideas and unexampled gall (there is a great family likene-s among 
all advertising agents), we were prepared for something sin de 
siécle, though not as up-to-date an affair as it actually was. The 
coffin, which was stencilled with a bold advertisement of Théophile 
Roederer's champagne, was borne to its last resting-place by eight 
sandwich men, who also carried boards announcing a special 
matinée of L' Enfant Prodigue, whilea couple of beautiful wreaths, 
contributed by West-end florists, had the names “Garcia” and 
“Hooper” worked in pansies. The officiating clergyman wore a 
brand new surplice, with a ticket stating the price pinned on the 
tail, and the headstone, which was on view, bore an announcement 


| to the effect that the manufacturer was open to a paving contract, 
| An auction of the funeral coach-horses, who were trotted by a man 


from Aldridge’s, round the burial-ground, brought a most fitting 
ceremony to au appropriate conclusion. 


YVWouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of * ALLY SLOPES HALP-HOLIDAY,” the wer- 
vices Of a Grapholoast of great shill and talent have been enyaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of thetr character must semd (ais announcement, tnclosed 
with a better of moderate length, swaned wtth the usual srprature, and accompanted 


| by a stamped, addressed envelope (with the writer's own address). Alb letters must 


be directed tu—- 
“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“TUR SLUPEKibs,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses uiven on Envelopes, No notice wilt 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above reautations, 

Owing lo the enormous number of litters received, Answers cannot be yuaranteed 
within a month, but will be forwarded as early as possible, 


DLIDAY: 
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A PILL FOR A POET. 


> 


ALPHONSO STICKRYME was a poet. Do not scorn him, gentle 
reader, on that account ; you can never tell what you may come to 
yourself, 

Yes, he was a poet, 
and gloried in his 
villainy—that istosay, 
his metre. It was not 
a@ paying game. Ile 
himself was fain to 
admit as much, Still 
there were occasiona’ 
bita of blue (No, no! 
National eee Asso- 
ciation! Nothing in 
your line) visibleamid 
the cloudy gloom that 
enveloped his prauc- 
ing muse. 

That morning, for 
instance, when the 
| abil of “Pep- 
oe’s Supernal Pill” 
accepted his now 
world famed lines, 
beginning— 

a twinkle, little 
Soon my torments thou 

wilt kill.” 

and he left the pala- 
tial pill manufactory 
with seven and six- 
pence in good sterlin 
silver, jingling an 
turning head over 
heels in his right-hand 
trouser pocket—and he saw HER! Such a vision of dainty beauty, 
standing irresolutely on the edge of the pavement, and gazing up 
and down the crowded thoroughfare in evident perplexity. 

“Oh! could you please direct me to Whiftler Street, Holborn 2” 
she asked, with a little gasp, as, open-mouthed, Alphonso stood 
drinking in her loveliness. 

He blushed to the roots of his hair, “I—D am going in that 
direction myself,” he stammered ; “in fact. [live in Whifller Street.” 

“Do you?” she cried, with a pretty smile. “How funny! Then 
perhaps you know No, 472” 

“Know it?) Why, I live there—Mrs, Miftins,” faltered he. 

“Oh!” she laughed, clappin g her tiny hands, “this is too 
delightful! Dear old Miftins ! she was my nurse, you know, and 1 
haven't seen her for ages, the dear old duck! Isuppose you are 
one of her gentlemen lodgers? She lets lodgings, | know. ‘1 do so 
long to see her. Please take me there at once.” 

That walk! Was it through sordid London streets and filthy 
crowded alleys?) Alp- 
honso laughed the ides 
toscorn, How he wished 
a band of bearded ruf- 
fians would spring upon 
them, so that single- 
handed he might clasp 
the maiden protecting ly 
by the waist, aud hurl 
the aggressive — nuiis- 
creants to the carth. 

And the Fates were 
propitious and answered 

is prayers, lassing 
through a narrow street, 
n fiercely scowling ur- 
chin, arrayed in all the 
ruthless depravity of his 
seven or eight summers, 
struck wickedly a “tip- 
cat,” and, responding to 
his blow, the offensive 
missile came hurtling 
wildly through the air. 
Quick aa the lightning’s 
liash, Alphonso threw 

: A himself before his fair 
companion and received 

St Bard psi: in his eye. 
Received it in his eye. “Oh, you are hurt!" 
she cried ; “and for my 
sake. How noble! how brave! how generous of you!” 

Hurt! What mattered a black eye after such words as these? 
Hurt! Why——but here they were at No, 47. 

With mingled respect and affection Mrs. Miffins welcomed her 
“dearest Miss Nelly,” and Alphonso bathed his eye. He was the 
hero of the tea-table, and though six weeks behindhand with his 
rent, sure never landlady gazed on lodger with like atlection, 

When the young lady had departed in a cab, Mrs. M. informed 
her poetic tenant that Nelly Spooner was a very wealthy youn: 
lady—an orphan—residing with a maiden aunt in the country, 
though, at present, on a visit to some friends in town, 

Miss Spooner called many times during the ensuing month, and 
Alphonso, growing more distractedly in love than ever, resolved to 
ascertain his fate at her next visit. Horror! She came,accompanied 


“Conld you direct me 7?” 


2 << > 
a 


by a dashing, sailor-like young blade, whom she introduced as Cap- 
tain Scudder, her intended husband, just returned from a voyage. 
It wasa 
he ill, NG, 
ut Alphon- h Spe 
See! 


so had to 
swallow it. 
Scudder 
turned out 2 
capital fel- 
low, and not 
ouly thanked 
Alphonso 
warmly for 
his gallantry 
towards _ his 
intended 
bride, but ex- 
pressed his 
gratitude ina 
more practi- 
cal manner— 
he helped 
him to pub- 
lish a volume 
of poems. Of 
course they 
didn’t sell, 
but they 
earned him 
stich i repue 
tation, that 
there was a 
terrific strug. 
she between 
“Woon t- 
wash’s Soap” 
and Peploe’s Supernal Pill, as to who should have the comunana 
of his genius.  Bventoally, the pill triomphed. and Vt phonse os 
now tame poet to the latter establishment, carmmg andying tame 
and a regular stipend of thirty shillings a week. 


Her intended husband. 


“Look here, master, I'm a son of toil, I am, 
~_ T has a right to everythink I can lay my 
on.” 


@o* Miss will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
& her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


4. 


WSs yo 
Miva ry WULA Maw 
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No. 183.—Miss JEANIE STEELE. 
“Star of my life, look kindly on your slave.”—The Dook Snook. 
“ She is my love, mine only.” —Lord Bob. 
“ A beauteous maid, adored by all who knows her.” 
—The Hon. Billy. 


C1.) Even influenza could not keep the pi 


Music without words—more of it, perhaps, than is really desired. 


ious Elder from the dear Kirk. “ Noo's the time,” hissed the Laird, “ tae gi’e the 
deevil ‘ beans,’ and lick him silly.” 


U'ENFANT PRODIGUE. has 


. No trouble, I assure you, madam. ( 
"the shop) confound the little minx! a whole 
hour wasted, and no purchase ! 


(Saturday, May 23, 1891. 


“You know the man we used to 
know as the Count Slopemchump? 
Well, dear, he's nothing mure nor less 
than a waiter at the Germanerics, 
Fancy, how near marrying him I was,” 
—Extract from Letter of Young Lady, 


Wher. she 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIR JOHN eee MILLAIS. 


A. SLOPER eatictps 
a pipe about the o! 


on one occasion took to light the fire with, “The 

ugueno’ ‘he Proscribed Royalist,” “ Autumn Leaves,” and the rest —“ Ruskin's 
Stones of Venice,” and “ Pre-Raphaelitism.”——(1). While waiting for the celebrated 
Royal Academician in his studio, he fancied he @ movement behind a certain 
screen. Eminent is not curious ; but, still, he likes to know, don'tcherknow. So 
he applied his ear to the screen. A cough, and of female timbre! Now, A. SLOPER 
had of, and, indeed, had seen portrayed on canvas, lovely young models taking 
refuge behind such things on the unex entrance of strangers into artists’ 
studios. Could it be so in this case ?—(2). In a strictly artistic sense, the Eminent 


THE ELDER HAS 


applied his eye tothe screen ; but this particular screen being an exceedingly well made 
screen, his researches in the interest of art were not rewarded with success.— (3). 
While pursuing his investigations at a more acute angle, A. SLOPER suddenly and 
most unexpectedly received a blow. For, in truth, his surmises were correct—a young 
and lovely model had retired behind the folding sanctu: at his approach, and, peep- 
ing over, had perceived the art student at his studies, had seized an antique sword 
from the armour adorning the walls, and fetched the Aged a oner.. (4). He was 
still suffering from the effects of the trusty blade, when Sir John entered. “Mr. 
SLOPER, you are ill—lumbago, I fear?” “Chronic, Sir John. I——” But here the 
Young and lovely model appeared from behind the screen and denounced him. The 

reck felt particularly small, and, as will be observed in plate 5, looked it. The 
interesting§chat which A. SLOPER had hoped for did not follow.’ 


INFLUENZA. 


(2.) “Cum on, Meenister, I think it’s about time we began service ; awm sure the folks 


will be wearying for a wee bit pray.” 


Saturday, May 23, 1891.) SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


or awe 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The weather is, I am aware, ladies and gentlemen, a not very original subject to touch upon, | They'd take a foreigner on HERE” :—J. B, receives, with grief and pain, The Influenza Ficnd 
but [I am but human, and cannot help remarking upon its exceptional fineness at the time of ain :—He's had so many—who can tell If this will be his last “farewell " ?—It served the * No { 
writing. May it last. Onward :—The game of per d Iwill engage To say, is getting quite the rage: ves” rowdies right When they were “chucked” the other night :—No wonder Robert is surprised. : 
—The Polish cli grpeype.! fd race!—In Russia scarce dare show his face :— Outside the hall they | At a show so distinctly Engfish as the Naval Exhibition, the boycotting of Englishmen seems ! 
take their stand, And with their leaflets drench the Strand :—Says Robert, “ Well, I'd little fear | unpatriotic. The British waiters have the sympathy of—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


7 eee 


y f- 


Rowdy “Referme rs: 


WHERE WAS THE DIFFERENCE? 


. 1st Amateur Actor. The curtain will be up ina second, Jack; do 
look well ? 

2nd Amateur Actor, Well, dear boy? don't mention it! Pea soup 
aiu’t in it with your complexion just now. 


Boffins barked his shins, smashed his furniture, missed his 
train, and did not kill that bluebottle after all. 
[ Moral— Keep your hair on, 


== 
THE EMINENT AT THE SHIPPERIES. 
Sloper, 1 se: old Prusskoff, you know English enough to ask 
i A HERO. F for a“ por rboire”; how much does the treasurer pay you ? i 
Minister, Wilt thou take this woman to be thy wedded wife ? Edith, Goodness me! how that dreadful dog howls. German Waiter. Mein Gott! [got nicks, Herr Sloper. f 
room. I WILL, , Rose, That's not the dog howling, dear ; it’s your betrothed singing in the nez\ room. Sloper, Well, you'll get nicks from me ; guten abend. j 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. ; 


THE PHILOSOPHER'S STONE! 
THE proceedings at Marlborough Street Police Court, in which 
Mr, Streeter, the Bond Street jeweller, charged a Mr, Edwd. Pinter 
s with at- 
tempting 
to obtain 
£40,000 
from him 
by means 
of a trick, 
have 

thrown A, 
SLOPER 
into a con- 
dition of 
chaotic 
hy pno- 
tism. Pin- 
ter may be 
right, and 
Streeter 
nay be 
wrong. If 
Pinter can, 
as he pro- 
feases,turn 
one sove- 
reign into 
three by 
increasing 
the bulk of 
the gold 
4 means 
A ; of a chem- 
ical process, there'll be joy in the house of one of ALLY's readers 
in a month or two's time. Experiments are now in full swing at 
Mildew Court, Meantime, nothing will be divulged beyond the 
fact that “To enable you to compete for his £1,000 Prize, you 
must show SLOPER that you have bought his paper for six months. 
Therefore, commencing with ‘ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY’ for 
January 3rd, 1X91, cut out the first paragraph in ‘Ally-Campane’ 
from each week's paper, and keep hs cuttings by you until June 
27th, SY, when you will have twenty-six in your possession, Then 

add two liues tu complete the following Nursery Rhyme :— 


© There was an old Fossil named SLOPER, 


He fell down the stairs, 


That unfortunate, fruity, old SLOPER! ” 


The dotted lines hive to be filled in, and the first and second, and 
third and fourth lines must rhyme. Write the Rhyme out on a 
piece of paper, with your name and address at the top, and post it, 
with the twenty-six cuttings, as soon after June 27th as you can, 
to “Sloper’s £1,000 Competition.” Don't post the 
Rhyme or any of the cuttings until you have the tweoty-six—that 
is, one from each week's “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing January 
Brd, 18V1, and ending June 27th, 1801. To the writer of the best 
Khyme will be awarded £1,000. A, SLoPER, ever thoughtful, 
keeps Back Numbers in stuck, ¢ « 


* 

Mr. J. R. WuHiItey is to be heartily congratulated upon the 
success which has attended his efforts in councetion with the 
German Exhibition, which, 
although it cannot be re- 
garded even as a rival to the 
yreat Naval show at Chelsea, 
will nevertheless attract 
many thousands of visitors, 
It is easier of access than 
the Naval, and the grounds 
are decidedly the better, and 
these two circumstances are 
greatly in its favour, The 
exhibits represent the most 
important branches of in- 
dustry of the “* Fatherland— 
the Happy Fatherland” 
and thereare pleuty of attrac- 
tions, notably a magnificent 
spectacular display, entitled 
“Germania,” So hurry up, 
ye swains! Take the chosen 
of your heart with you, and 
sample sauerkraut ana lager- 
beer in all their native nasti- 
ness, es 

* 


THE latest thing in mys- 
teries is ;Buatier de Kolta’s 
grand stage illusion, “The 
Captive’s Flight.” The 
words “ wonderful and mar- 
vellous” fail to describe it— 
it is absolutely incompre- 
hensible, You can witness it, and what is rightly described as the 
premier magical entertainment of the world, by visiting the Egyp- 
tian Hall any afternoon or evening—and don't you forget it. 


IF the enthusiasm exhibited on the first night of the revival of 
The Corsican Brothers can be accepted us a criterion, Dion Bouci- 
cault’s adaptation of 
Les Freres Corses 
will prove the most 
popular of the inter- 
esting series with 
which the Lyceum 
lessee has been de- 
lighting his patrons 
and dastruching his 
disciples. Poor Barry 
ii! Sullivan believed 

| that there was no- 
thing like a good 
combat for workin 
up enthusiasm, an 
probably he — was 
right. The force 
and realism of the 
encounter between 
the avenging Fabien 
and Chateau Renaud 
excited — breathless 
interest, A dead 
silence prevailed, 
broken only by the 


Bi S /f 
tEB clash of steel; in- 
GZ Yf deed, the — theatre 
f 1 ~- pay ab have been Ate 
Z ~ Colosseum, and Mr. 
Mf \\\ evi ur 


Irving and 


“ ; Terriss a couple of 
etal infent on butchering each other “to make a Roman 

oliday.”. Mr. Irving, of course, doubles the characters of 
Louis and Fabien dei Franchi, and Mr. Terriss resumes his old part 
of Chatean Renaud. The drama is preceded by Charles Reade’s 
one-act comedy. Vanee Oldfield. in which Miss Ellen Terry appears. 


ALLY SLOPE 


SR re nn i 


wre 


iALF-HOLIDAY. 


As our readers will do us the justice to admit, we don’t profess 
to know much about girls, and our ignorance on the subject of 
flirting and love making, kissing and squeez- 
ing, and all those sorts of things, is, we fear, 
painfully apparent. "Tis true, we occasion- 
ally take up Journals devoted to the interests 
of the fair sex, but our acquaintance with 
them is usually contined to the advertising 
ages, containing picturesque illustratious of 
Juno like young damsels, exhibiting the 
beauties of their forms as enhanced by Thing- 
amijig’s Patent Squeeze Resisting Corsets, 
A fashion article, however, attracted our 
attention, and we were horrified at the 
thought of what is declared to be the newest 
thing in stockings. Some designs, says our 
contemporary, are literally all the colours of 
the rainbow, arranged in curious broken 
stripes, others have dice patterns in vivid 
tones of black, yellow, scarlet and white. 
Heavens! is the dainty black silk, with the 
gold or silver clock, to become obsolete? 
Nothing displays a shapely ankle to better 
advantage, we think, but then, as we have 
yreviously remarked, we are so painfully 
ignorant on the subject, 


THAT was a poetic bit in Sir Henry Isaacs’ 
speech to the poor shareholders in the Han- 
sard Union, wasn’t it?) “On the last occa- 
sion,” said the gentleman with the large nose, 
“their surroundings were brightened by what 
they believed to be the sunshine of perma- 
nent re) rn We regret to say that loud 
cries of “ Bunkum!” prevented Ithaacs from continuing in the 
same style throughout. Another loss to English Literature. 


s 
“ Do youthink, feyther, that Oratio Bottomley will get in for North 
Islington at the General Election?” Aud all the Old Man could 
gasp out in reply was, “Ask me another, Alec ! ask me another!” 
s+? 
* 
£1:1:0 and the “Storer AWARD oF MERIT” have been 
resented to LESTER J. GLENDENING, 23 Lynton Road, Crouch 
end, N., forthe best four line verse on “ The Merry Month of May,” 
When came that awful influenza? When came Germans with their Show ? 
When caine the pimples on our faces, casting forth their ruddy glow ? 
When did that “Christmas Fund” of ALLY’S cease to cheer us day by day? 
Hear, oh bear! the mucking answer i “iu the merry month of May.” 


* 

Our Graces, our Steels and our Reeds will have to look to their 
laurels—at least, 80 far as the cricket tield is concerned, Whena 
woman sets her mind 
on doing anything she 
does it—ay, and dors 
it well. So, now that 
the fair sex have 
adopted cricket as a 
pastime worthy of 
their steel, the poor 
male man thing is 
likely to be left miles 
in the rear in the race 
for fame. Not content 
with playing matches 
with teams composed 
of members of their 
own sex, loveliness as 
represented by the 
Lady Cricketer have 
resolved to beard the 
lion in his own den, or, 
in other words, they 
have determined to 
tackle the mighty male 
in that e which 
he, in is conceit, 
considered his own 

rerogative. Well, so 
let it be; women be- 
fore now have proved 
themselves a match for 
men, and we may rest 
assured that in the 
cricketing field the fair sex will do complete justice to their 
character and their name. + 

* 


McGOOSELEY is so certain of the favourite winning the Derby 
that he has pawned his onl ir of trousers in order to obtain 
funds to back the horse. He has now retired from the eyes of 
mortal ken—his landlady’s vision excepted—uutil the result of the 
race is known, es 

s 


THE following amounts received for “ Ally’s Christmas Appeal” 
will be carried forward to next year's fund: per Hy. Lester (Not- 
tingham), 4s.; G. Lloyd, 8d. ; “ Distant Lover,” 4d. 

.¢ 


* 

NEARLY all the members of the Sloperian staff are showing 
nog OF pe of being attacked by the present fashionable complaint, 
the influenza, and are drawing a month's “screw” in advance, in 
order to be prepared for all emergencies. Next week is Derby 
week—we mention this as being a rather curious coincidence, 

zs 
= 

THERE'S no getting over it, A. SLOPER'’s ways are deuced 
peculiar, for on Tuesday evening, May 5th, the Blooming Bacillus 
and the rest of the Microbean 
Contingent might have been 
seen crawling one by one into 
the Britannia Theatre at Hox- 
ton. The object of the dis- 
tinguished party was to give 
tone to an entertainment got 
up for the benefit of the 
U.0.G.0.T.A.S. P., which mystic 
symbols, reduced to every day 
language, mean the United and 
Original Grand Order of Total 
Abstinent Sisters of the Phuenix. 
On seeking his virtuous couch 
that night, the Old Man re- 
marked to his ever faithful 
spouse, “Very nishe  girlsh 
those Abstinentsh Shisthers of 
the Phoen-hic-sh.” And gentle 
sleep followed, e 


= 
“THEY ought to call it the 
Nude Gallery, feyther, oughtn't 
they 2” chirped in the Blossom- 
ing Art Critic, But at that 
moment Comyns Carr joined 
the company, and the subject 
changed. 2 * 
a 


THE Friend of Man has been 
pleased to confer the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon Dr. 
GEORGE WHITTLE. of Brighton, because he adrised ALLY to take 
more whittles and less drinks, “Why don't you appoint ‘im 
physician-in-hordinary to the Twins, Guv nor? "K's awful well upin 
kids’ hailments,” quoth the Blue Eyed Medical Student, Alexandry. 


a. 


(Saturday, May 23, 1891. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS, 


A CALENDAR YOR THB WEEK ENDING May dur, 1891, 
—~— 


24th May, 1828.—A newspaper of this date reports that Dr. 
Macartney, the anatomical professor in Dublin, with about fifty 
other surgeons, have begun the patriotic work of surrendering up 
their own bodies for dissection, by signing, with all due solemnity, 
au order to their respective executors to that effect. 

25th May, 1815.—The Gazette de France of this date states 
that a retired tradesman, of the name of Dumesnil, on the 20th 
instant tuok leave of his friends, stating that he was going ona 
long journey. On the same night he dug up the remains of his 
wile (to whom he was devotedly attached, and who had died nine 
years previously), filled up the grave with wood, placed her bones 
upon it, fastened his feet with a strong iron wire to a cramp, which 
he had secured to a wall contiguous to the grave, set fire to the 
faggots and threw himself upon the pile, where his body was con- 
sumed. He left a paper near the spot, on which was written, “Two 
o'clock in the morning, in the moment of precipitating myself upon 
the flames, in order to rejoin my wife.” 

26th May, 1817.—There died this day at Sandes’ Hospital, 
Kendal, Mrs. Elizabeth Clark, aged ninety years. She lived servant 
with Mr. Edward Atkinson, at Airkrigg End, le the Rebellion 
of 1745, and on the approach of the rebels, * Bonnie Prince Charlie” 
and his Highlanders, assisted in sinking the family pewter, etc., in 
a draw-well for safety. She had gained greatly the high price of 
butter, caused by so many men entering Kendal, for she had sold 
butter at 34d. per pound, which at that time was considered an 
exorbitant price. 


~ 27th Ma > 1834.—* The accounts from London of the Kinz 
(William IV are,” Raikes says under this date, “rather extra- 


ordinary, At the ke rée, a considerable sensation was created by his 
insisting on an unfortunate lieutenant iu the Navy, who had a 
wooden leg, kneeling down to kiss hands, It was fapoe le > but 
the Sovereign would not concede the point, and the other was 
obliged to hobble away without going through the ceremony.” 


28th May, 1612.—At a feast held in Stationer’s Hall this day, 
there were six dishes of whitebait. This is the earliest kuown 


London the display was costly and effective, the places selected 
being Hyde Park, the Green Park, Victoria Park, aud Prizuroce 
Hill 


30th May 1881.—It was this day reported from Berlin that 
an old flue, which had served for many years as an outlet for the 
smoke given off by a furnace in the Royal Mint in which the 
bullion underwent fusion before ite conversion into coinage, wa. 
carefully swept out and the soot analyzed, with the result that it 
yielded four pounds weight of pure gold, valued at something under 
four thousands marks, 


TOO LITERALLY. 

IT is a curious fact that West Brighton numbers among her most 
respected residents many wealthy landowners and freeholder:, 
men who “go the lot” on real estate and have found it good busi- 
ness, too, But there are times when it comes a bit awkward. For 
instance, last Sunday one of the local preachers was haranguing 
his flock—of course, the flock dozed lightly. At last he got off an 
impassioned account of the destruction of Gomorrah. Het undered 
away until he disturbed one of the speculators in the front pews. 
“What,” he shouted, “what could be worse than that city’s lot?” 

“City lot!” mumbled just-awakened Samith ; “if it’s a city lot 
I'll give you £40 a foot for it.” : 

“ Forty-five,” shouted Jahones, rubbing his eyes. 

“What, forty-five—fi ty,” roared Berown. 

“ Fifty-five,” chip in Rhobbinson. 

And so they went at it, and, if it hadn’t been for the presence of 
mind of the sexton who brought the worshippers to their senses by 
passing round the plate, they’d have “boomed” Gomorrah clear 
out of sight, 


_ oe 


BILLIARDS REMARKABLE! . 

TALK about excitement, you never saw anything to come within 
a shilling cab fare of the agitation there was over our annual 
billiard handicap at the “ Bunscruncher's Arms.” You see the final 
heat was between Bill Fish (who said he was as good as Peall—and 
who should know better than himself?) and Jerry Burlin (known 
in his own circle as “John Roberts, juu.’s, only fear”). Bill had 
planked his bottom dollar on the game; Jerry had invested his 
entire wardrobe. The room was packed with ardent sports at a 
tanner a head, and the rival players, divested of coats and waist- 
coats, stood glaring upon one another, each wanting but seven to 
go out. Then Bill Fish, with nerves strung an octave above con- 
cert pitch, expectorated into his right palm, and tried a cannon off 
the red. He missed! The excitement was intense. One might 
have heard a mangle—or a pin (which is it?)—drop. Jerry Burlin 
advanced tremblingly to the table, wiped the cold sweat from his 
brow, and set his cue down. Then he silently moved for the door 
and disappeared. ‘Ten minutes elapsed—fifteen—twenty—yet he 
came not, and the agitation of the spectators was tremendous. 
Had he given way altogether, or had he broken down under the 
strain? Neither, dear readers, neither. He had gone up the Hizh 
Strect to have a dose of quinine and a cold bath to steady his 
nerves, and he came back dry and ruddy in a dressing gown and a 
turban, made a break of eight—and rolled in! 


——_—————-_ 


ABOUT HER MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY. 

A MOST interesting little incident in connection with the 
Queen's return to Windsor occurred, but appears to have esca veil 
the ubiquitous reporters of the society ig The Queen nad 
dined, and had strolled out upon the garden terrace of the ¢ astle 
to listen to the magnificent band of the Coldstreams discoursiny 
sweet music. Victoria R. and I. appeared especially pleased with 
one dreamy pathetic air, and signalled to one of her noble attend: 
aunts to desire its repetition. Of course, it was played again—and 
yet again. ; ar 

“Lady D—,” said her Majesty, “have the goodness to inquire 
the name of that air?” . 

The countess to whom the question had been addressed tripped 
lightly across the lawn, spoke to the bandmaster, and came trem- 
blingly back, making the greatest possible efforts to repress a sunile. 

ee v hat is the tune!” said the Royal Lady. 

“Come where the Booze is Cheaper,’ your Majesty.” _ 

Her Majesty looked grave; and the bandmaster, with great 
presence of mind, switched the bandsmen on to “The Blue 
Danube,” and saved his head, 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


———___——_ 


£150 will be paid by Me. GinBert Dauzign, the Pr 
prictor of AULY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLTDAy.” Co 6% 
nert-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl tailway Servan’s 
on duty crccpted), who shall happen to meet wrth his or her deat! 
ina Railway Accudent, in any part of the United hing dom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of © ALLY SLOPER'S HALE- 
Moumpay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Aceiden'. 
© ALLY SLOPER'’S Habe-HoLIpay” ts published throughout tr 
United Kingdom every Thuraday morning at 8 o'clock, and ih 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 8 o'clock 
the following Thursday morning. 
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KIPLING CORNERED; THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. SLOP3IR'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
OR, READING MADE TOO EASY. a 
be [Kipling Recitals and Societics are becoming fashionable in certain circles, | ROYAL COLONIAL INSTITUTE, NORTHUMBERLAND AVENUE, BOLDEROCK. 
fifty Some folks are of opinion that there is not so much chance for these citeries as LONDON, W.C., May 4th, 1891, (A RomaAust oF YE OLDEN TYME.) 
Tae there wasin the case of Browning —as Mr. Kipling is comparatively easy to read.) DEAR S1R,—In view of the recent epidemic of fractured skulls, —*— 
Pe ———— taken dead, or dying, from various metropolitan police cells to the CHAPTER IV.—( Continued ), 
% Ifow grand to be quitea book | Nearest hospital or infirmary, may I ask if, in your opinion, the Tur Lady Mary Anp had only one in whom she could corfaie 
are faddist ! present system of making medical life. appointments by nomina- | her woes—that one waa dane, one of her maids, Jane bad been 
ates And to revel in works of the | tion is working satisfactorily to the British public? or whether the brought up ina charity school, had eon- 
“Oth maddest. time has not arisen for some better system of medical appoint- siderable taste in’ dressmaking, was the 
ona With posers in phrase and | Ments in the Police—say by competitive examination, as in the sweetheart of a man-at-arms in the castle, 
his in creed ! army!) Evempli gratia, What is the present commercial value of and was the Lady Mary Ann's favourite 
cia ‘Twas we faddists who patro- medical evidence in a series of murders, asin Whitechapel?) Iam maid. é i 
ones nised Browning— writing to you pro bene publico, in preference to the medical It was humiliating to consult a servitor 
hich Especially when he was Lancet, as being more in touch with the people, and regarding you on such a subiect, but the maid was deft 
“the “clowning "— as one willing, without fear or favour, to show “ Vice his feature, and might sugyest) something useful, 
cone He was so sweetly puzzling Virtue her image, and the very age and body of the time his form Jane was told, and, when she heard why 
Iwo to read ° | and pressure.” I inclose my card, aud subscribe myself Rare her mistress was sad, she laughed gaily.” 
pon CRAC KPOTTE DE JUGGINS, “Is that all/” she cried. “lawk a 
R. B.’s puzzles, at which many Medicus Kritannicus, mussy ! that’s nothing to be vexed about, 
—- cavil, Saaecnee RA AT RES EE a Can't we turn that lovely white nun's 
vital, We found, as we tried to un- SLOPER’S VAGARIES. veiling dress, cut it a little low, and stick 
hah woe ‘ No, 62.—He Gives A TIP FOR THE Derry. a ribbon here or there? bis ¢ it will look 
ion umes itacanhey. weey : ees 
lie Cough drop"indeed, "| yy The Sloperig” sanctum, bak and bare, Jewels Why not go in for simpliity for 
. Ve ’ 4 4 J hd ee Ls | * “ 
2 aE And son sree Fame 8 Stream- And he ruefully tore his dishevelled hair, oe hy ae them, you bet—1 mean ‘ 
cole Towanis the dp ds silole Had And his oculars blazed with a lurid light. ntact & deed wid. Succ kaee 
aah Kiplin ene Ge steerer, ud. For up to the ceiling and down to the floor, 1 Patra er 1 gir iy ne. in Wi 
’ His ie ‘e'll recit Filling the chamber and blocking the door, sealeg h ee : “i ae ih da a A it, 
ZA id eo i well recite now Were letters and postcards by dozen and score— leis xo’ cal ay th, sie le : rte a H ts 
Kinz ‘ sen " Nay, by billions and trillions, quadrillions and more ! ea ily * aap ya raga Hone ee 
XtTit- Oh, dear! can the young Mr. Kipling And “SLOPER, dear SLOPER,’ wrote every bold bore, lady. ‘But, hark! what mean these un- 
yy his When writing, have really been tip ling ? Your tip for the Derby 1 humbly implore |! wonted strains?” 
ad a We can't with his studies proceed ! And the Prince of Tipsters sighed, “It would give me joy and pride, “In sooth ‘tis strange sounds, Look 
> but And, if you are asked why we've banned him, To dispatch the ‘SLOPER Final’ to my readers far and wide, abroad and tell me what it means,” said 
,» Wils "Tis because most who read understand him— And I'll bet my best white shirt, or my wife's divided skirt, the Lady Mary Ann. 
He's so vulgarly easy to That, for putting brass in pockets, SLOPER’s tip would be a ‘cert.’ “Tis a strange sight, in truth,” said 
date But to write to all these folk would be quite beyond a joke ; Jane, as she twisted her neck to see 
ay, ——— It would use all Raikez’ stamps up, it would make me stony broke ! whence the sounds proceeded, “Tis a 
how HOW TO WORK IT Stay ! a thought does on me ‘all—['ll a monster meeting call d Saracen, my lady, black as ebony, and he be 
— “T's no good calling on that woman,” 6 ia a Providential And my tip for next week's Derby I can then declare to all!” Jane the Maid. jangles on a strange instrument not un- 
rdom § a » , Sal Providentia i 5 ike a frying-pan. But list Vs 
the Lai pio a Whe Matar oar me _ a Leakage ~ Then lowne Hyd, Eepaeh vee nod mite was (all ae f rye aies From the front of the great gateway came the words, sct to some 
In tans T tried to. pet her.” “Puhaw!" ejaculated bates poe Rega The park was packed—in point of fact, a million people there quaintly foreign air : 
ected ser, “you didn’t know how to work her my boy; you stay here.” Had met to hear the Pporting Seer his Derby “nap” declare, “T've been to de east, I've been to de west, 
Bree Advances to door; sharp-featured woman of forty odd appears. And from the crowd rose plaudits loud, what time the Friend of > I'vo been to Alabama, t 
= “| beg your pardon, miss, but would you mind speaking to your | Man, ; : ; oe arcsec gal T ever said oe 
v that little brothers out in the front, they would hardly let me come up | ublimely stuck on coster’s truck, his splendid speech began : Vas de blac nered Susiaunha, ; 
wr the the garden.” “Johnnie, Tommy, Charlie!” shouted the lady of “You are craving a tip for the Derby, Ferowe Haga i, Trail f 
h the the house, shaking her fist, “you little reprobates! I'll skin you if And a view you have all expre: ‘ aromel hi se i wert peal, ldeteamt | 
+) Wits you don’t come in at once!” with smile to P.1.C. “And what That SLOPER's tip for the Derby m ae Cowie +H has a apne ser ae 
hat it can | do for you, sir?” A quarter of an hour later—“ Well, did Is on Fuller's Earth the best, een Aw Th: COUMNE: DOCK: DEAULDY COraNs F { 
under you get her?” asked the first canvasser. “Rather! And all her So l'll give you a tip for the Derby, “Tiga jongleur !" exclaimed the Lady Mary Ann, “and evidently ’ 
family down to her second cousins,” Which I hope you will highly prize, aforeigner.” ee { 
—— = —— —= And who takes my tip for the Derby te syeryehing is made in Germany nowadays,” said Jane. ' 
’ I will count him exceeding wise. ets have him up. ' 
anoxt SLOPER s$ PRESENTS. But who scorns my tip for ike Derby We may amuse our } 
ders, . oe 1 will write him down an ass, tedium with tales of ] } 
| busi« Cut out and fill in the Labes printed below, expressing a wish Ilark ! here is my tip for the Derby— other lands.” b 
For what you are in want of, and post it to :— Stay at home, and save your brass!” ; “Ho, beac !” eried i) 
euing ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, Tlo, Artist Thomas ! take thy Lelecee' and seize thy whitewash pail, tale of bint ota ee 
tena “The Sloperies," 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.c. And, o’er the scene that then ensued, draw—kindly draw—a veil ! In a few minutes a | 
habe - Ho, Swinburne, Morris, Tennyson ! why have ye not yet sung colossal footstep was 
wee *,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of | The foul ingratitude of man with more satiric tongue? heard on the stair, and vay 
rt Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying, Ho, horrid hens of Ireland ! for SLOPER's sake, why not the swarthy face of the ‘ 
ity lot Have laid last year a few stray eggs whose contents would not rot? | jongleur was seen at the 
s ; a Ho, gatherers of the Wreck’s remains! ho, ye the sack who bear! doorway. | 
Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday, May 23rd, 1891. Make sure before you leave the park—are all the fragments there ? “Whence are ye, rl 
Ho, surgeons ‘cute of England! quick tracks to Mildew make, Pagan youth? Are ye 
And take your sticking plaster, please, your darning needles take. of Afric or of Ind?” H : 
nce of NAG ree ee er ee eee eh SURE AE The Fossil lies in fifty bits! ho, patch them up as one ! said the Lady Mary Ann 
a by For the Fossil wants to go next week and see the Derby run! who had been taught | 
} Csene AG dregg ere eee te ne ee the use of the globes. 
“Oh! in Dixie's Land, 4 
HE SAW STARS. where I was born, I've i 
, WEN Sarees ee On, Whitsun Monday, Whitsun Monday! you have much to | hoed do taturs an’ cut |} 
within answer for! Right nobly had our valued contributor taken advan- | de corn. Oh! it’s grand, t 
innual * “Sloper Watches” will not be given. tage of the holiday, andghad a whole day and night at the Crystal | it’s grand! it's grand, \ 
e final Palace, and right royally had he drunk to the healthof Her Majesty | its grand!” sang the 
I—and 225th WEEK. in hat A obras Seti reed excepeon ot yaa sete it =e slew aan 400 61 
cnown not until he captured the order of the chuck, and indulged in > ye, and o 
MH had LI ST FOR MAY Oth. a twenty minutes’ nap on a doorstep, and been flung out of the what degree ? : 
ed his The following “Presents” have been made :— cabman’s shelter (into which he had wandered under the impres- “White folks, ye're 
ts at a 1, DOLLY BUCKMAN, 10 Victoria Road, SEVENOAKS. sion that it was an extra late pub.), that he finally made up his | looking on de | Last 
waist- A SILK UMBRELLA mind to return to the expectant and uncomplaining wife of his | Rose of Summer,” said 
ven to . chest. And she, who lacked not the sweet quality of patience, | the Pagan,ashe madea —« j-ye peen to de east, I've been to de west.” 
e Con- 2. H. WALLS, Tarrant Street, ARUNDEL (Susser). waited in the cold passage the entire half-hour that he occupied in low bow. 
on off A BARBER’'S CHAIR. letting himself in with the latch-key, and in her fair right-hand she —— 
aie — arepet iy ee es a Tan Yass Maced cA ANTER - wae . 
3urlin ’ e entered. oly Hoses! rash!! Bang! HE Lady Mary Ann smiled when she hearc e Pagan youth 
ym his TOOTSIE 8 MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. He uttered no complaint nor even breathed a sigh, but aftera | call himself “The Last Rose of Summer.” She knew that in 
e door solemn pause a faint voice was heard to issue from what appeared | Ka:tern lands the inhabitants took poetical titles, and she won- 
yet he Advertisements will be inserted in this to be a bundle of left off clothes on the hall mat, and all that was | dered not. She was strarfgely interested in the visitor, She had 
ndous. column free of charge, provided the left of that citizen bleated :— seen Saracen slaves before, but none so strangely habited. As she 
ler the Sender's Name and Address are inclosed, “Hooray! ‘Nother flight o’ rockets — good old Brock !— | looked at the youth, too, she noticed that he was well formed, and 
e High not for publication, but as a guarantee oora—ay !” that his eyes had a soft and pleasant look, which she had noticed 
dy le ba gece Saith. Tvotsie undertakes to ——— in nm ane perce Hee ne youth pen pounget and Chae it 
band it erward, unopened and post-free, all might have been possible to have had him carefully black var- 
letters ieeeiocd. in reply to the adver- A MAIDEN'S IDEAL. nished and used him asa page, but he was too robust for that. It 
tisements, Address— [LOOKED on vd oe I met mim EXet m hi i was evident that, if ne was to remain 8 retainer in the Bolte. 
“ ” nd my heart boun high with a sudden delight ; rock retinue, it must be asa jongleur, There was no reason inthe 
“Y. TOOTSIE, Pa dl dlnisgltel 8 AGENCY, I walked by his side, and was joyously dumb, world why the hoary headed old bard should not be sent off to the 
Hh the 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C For at last—oh ! at last—my Ideal had come! nearest, workhouse to 
etl , » B.C. Yes: here was the noble and puissant form spend his remaining 
= fail . That through life would protect me from trouble and storm. days in comfort. 
Castle FP Ita, aged 21, would like to corre- Yes : here was the face I had longed for alway, “Sing us a song of 
vursini 4 spond with young gentleman, with view to Or in visions by night, or in fancies by day. your own land,” said 
bas matrimony, | Ts tall, fair and good-looking. Also freauty was there, the Lady Mary Ann, as 
wit May, aged 20, Tall, dark, and of loving dis- ” h alt i 
attend Position, Both musically inclined, and thoroughly ~ ‘ Pleasantry there, phe: Tour do from her 
n—and domesticated. Address—“EpITH” or “MAY,” Chivalry, Love, and Ambition were there,— reverie, and let it be 
Tootsie's Matrimonial Agency, . Allin his face that was handsome and fair ! a my we th 1 
Ene Seine es a 3 2 uightly the wander- 
mqune JACK, aged 21, in fairly good circum- EMILY (Aged 21). I looked on his soul when I met him again, ing minstrel swept his 
| stances, Dark, cheerful, loving, and con- And my heart in my bosom iNeed heavy with pain thumb across the re- { 
rippec sidered good-looking, is anxious to correspond with a young lady about the same For, alas! in the depths of his orbits I traced gponsive st rings of his 1 
> trem aye and with a view to matrimony. Please send photo, which will be returned if The black soul of a demon all falsely encased instrument, and sang— 
ysmile. desired, to “ JACK,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 7 = deniged ofa, poe I shuddered and swore . . 
ARION “Avad snearle 90° madi mean it BSiE hc a ee ‘o desire my Ideal of Beauty no more “ Dis child am fond ob i 
» M gies Ne! aged nearly 20, ee a po snd very ce But to wed—or forever be virgin—wit one ; pees Jed be by 
» Tue matrimony, aged between 23 and 28, and in fair’ position, of loving disposition Who lee dg and pale Ideal of Virtue alone! Cat fish an’ coffee am 
, and fond of home. Marion is musical, well educated, and has a small private So, affrighte | and pale, from m. idol I fled, i ! 
_ income, Send photo if possible, which will be returned or exchanged, and Since, beholding his innermost heart, I had read— 


adress“ MARION," Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


PREANK, aged 21, 5 ft. 11 in, in height, dark complexion and 
x fairly good-looking, occupying ® very good permanent position in a large 
Tullic Company, would be glad to correspond with a young lady about sameage 


Cruelty there, 

Treachery there, 
Malice and Pride and Ungodliness there,— 
Naught in his heart that was handsome or fair ! 


ald hoss, 
Who's just going to 
ent a penny jee, 
When de horn blows I 


nica, : 
Makes me feel like an | 


ee a view to marriage. Strict secrecy observed. Address—* FRANK,” Tootsie's Rae Sear RR ee go to dinner, | | 

he Pree ne RE ee. ss HUNDREDS AND THOUSAWN DS. Den | go to see my j 
"to th M'SNIE, aged 19, dark hair, blue eyes, medium height, very _ LONDON FoGs——the countryman who visits it for the first Vil uci eae sure 
eras Jolly and of a loving disposition, would like to correspond with a young time. ; mnarry he r, as sure 
Sateath Lentleman about 25, tall and darkgin a good position, with a similar disposition, A DECIDED CHANGE FOR THE “BETTER"—The death of an as nia sinner, 
adil; a & view to matrimony, Please inclose photo. Address—“ MINN1E,” Tootsies | inveterate turfite. 2 And love her all de 

Hawr- Ce IT's all bosh about Latin being difficult to learn, SLOPER knew The Lady Mary Aun smiled. days dat’s in de 

ident. BAC ; . ; ; what QUOD meant at a very early age. year, 
e op hi A ACHELOR, aged 38, height 5 ft. 8 in, fair, and considered FINANCIAL ITEM—A run on alerdon bank, an athlete's “spin” To my oakum, to my oakum, 
uu : £001-looking, of genial disposition and good commercial position, wishes to : A , : 13. > , ick ¢ k of oakum ? 
und the correspon! with an affectionate yonng lady of fair means, must be domesticated | fom Blackfriars Bridge to Westminster Bridge. : Oh, Pompey ! can you pick a pec He 
o'clock ‘and of good education. If musical, preferred. Please send photo, which will be THE Prince of Wales’ favourite theatre—The Garrick. There's a“ hickey ! ain't it good fun up a tree? { 


To be continued next week.) 


Feturned in confidence, Address —* WALTER,” Tovtsie’s Matrimonial Agency. the Hare Apparent there every night, 
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THR “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
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No. 204.—Mit. CUAKLES BERTRAM, F.O.S, 


“Tt has heretofore been the boast, and not an empty boast 
either, that we who obtain the correct and truthful informa- 
tion with which the “F.0.S, Gallery's” libretto teems, have 
never yet been outwitted in our attempts to interview the 
celebrities whose portraits adorn this page week by week. But 
in the case of Charles Bertram, we have, although with great 
reluctance, to acknowledge defeat. Try how we might, scheme 
how we would, all our attempts proved fruitless, and Charles 
Bertram stands alone as the one and only being who can claiin to 
have defeated the energetic efforts of the Sloperian interviewers, 
Tt must be understood that it is not through want of perseverance 
that we have failed. At our last attempt to interview the clever 
conjurer, we succeeded, by a series of strategical movements, in 
gaining access to his private residence, and, by sundry questions 
to the servants, succeeded in learning that Charles is in the habit 
of rising when it so pleases him ; sometimes has his breakfast in 
bed, but more often dves not partake of any at all: hasa wife 
and several chiliren somewhere in the world ; comes home as 
often sober as otherwise, and never drinks at his own expense, 
Upon being asked how Charles was then occupied, the servants 
Grew reticent, and murmured something about ‘spirits’; and 
upon our asking which he favoured, Irish or Scotch, we were 
forcibly ejected from the premises. Chiefly because he is the king 
of conjurers, our hero was created F.0.S. and the ‘Sloper Award 
of Merit’ presented to him June 11th, 1887,."—Debrett Improved. 
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SHOE LANE IN 1349. 


The above represents the site of “ The Sloperies" in that year. 


Lrown (from the Bank). What's the biggest catch you've had 
to-day, Nobbler ? 
Nobbler, The idfluedza! 


ae 
ae 


ne * 
OUR DEMON BOWLER. 
The worst of it was they scored two byes. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, May 23, 1891. 


WOMENS RIGHTS. 


Pairest of the Flock. Oh, papa, Mr. Guggs bas jist 
written me an offer of marriage. What shall I do ? 

Papa, Vo, my dear? Ask your mother for a cab fare 
to Somerset House and get it stamped. 
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The ladies are taking advantage of Mr. Vaughan’s remarks on female smoking in restaurants, Horror of 
respectable old gent. who has dropped in to have his usual afternoon cup of coffee, and who, in spite of the “ What's the time, guv‘nor ?” 
“ Don" . ries Soave 
waiter's assurances as to the respectability of the house, makes a hasty exit. Don't know. Lent my watch toa rela: 
eesti kn ne ee 


TURNING THE TABLES ON THEM. 


Yus, mum. I'm afraid, mum, if ver don't like it, mum, you'll ‘ave to lump it, mum.” 
— (3). Old Lady. Don't you mind me, my lad. I was only askin’ ‘cause I wantsa 
draw o' tobaccy myself, and some o’ these ‘ere railway ‘ficials is so partic'lar if they 
catches you.— (4). Bounder ( faintly). D'y'ear, Caddy ? ‘Ow about suffocatin’ now ? 
Cadboy. Ugh, ugh! ‘Ow far is it to the next station ? 


(1). Young Cadboy (to his friend Bounder). D'y'ear, 'Arry ? The old gal don't twig 
as it’s a smokin’ carriage. She'll know it afore she gits aht, though !--eh? Let's 
give ‘er a good foomigatin’. It'll be as good as a play to see 'er a-coughin’ and snffo- 
catin’."——(2). Uld Lady. Are you sure this is a smokin’ carriage, young man?” 
Cadboy. Yus, mum. So I'm afraid you'll ‘ave to put hup with the "bacca.” Bounder. 


TWO CELESTIALS. WHERE ART ABOUNDS. 


Unbounded extatic delight of Stodges upon finding his pictures not only 


“What an extraordinary costunic !” accepted, but actually on the line. 
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